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he is a stranger to these things, as that he has given them
into Father Keegan's keeping, because he feels they will
bloom more sweetly in the Land of the Saints. Keegan is
a dream of what Shaw would wish to have been if he had
remained in Ireland. If Shaw answered that in that event
the dream would be a nightmare, he would provide one more
proof that his heart will always escape us unless we look for
it in Peter Keegan's bosom.
Just as the more superficial points of a Larry Doyle may
prove false scents, so, conversely, our quarry may be tracked
sometimes to the most unexpected lairs. For instance, who
would expect to find the real Shaw speaking through the
mouth of Don Juan ? Yet in Man and Superman he does
so at some length, and the sensuous lips of the sixteenth-
century libertine utter fervent expositions of Bernard Shaw's
philosophical convictions. For instance: * My brain labours
at a knowledge which does nothing for me personally but
make my body bitter to me and my decay and death a
calamity. Were I not possessed with a purpose beyond
my own, I had better be a ploughman than a philosopher;
for the ploughman lives as long as the philosopher, eats
more, sleeps better, and rejoices in the wife of his bosom
with less misgiving.' Again: 'I tell you that as long as I
can conceive something better than myself I cannot be easy
unless I am striving to bring it into existence or clearing
the way for it. That is the law of my life.' These two
passages form part of a conversation occupying more than
forty pages of small print, although it may be said in
extenuation that the scene takes place in hell, where time,
as we know it, is non-existent. All the same, Don Juan
surely must have needed a little time in which to cool his
passions and acquire his Shavian intellectuality. Whether
such dialogue is dramatic, or such scenes drama, is of course
a matter of opinion. Personally, I am satisfied with a very
easy test: I go and count the box-office receipts. If Shaw
had had to go the rounds of the commercial managers with
his cap in one hand and the Hell Scene in the other, expecting
them to produce it, they would have told him that no
audience would,stand for it> because, like Polonius's beard,
it was too long: but they would have left out Polonius's